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Author's Notes: 

| can't tell whether this is weird even for me, or if this is exactly the sort of thing I'd be responsible for 
writing. | wanted to muck around with Pelle's imagination, and write a story where he's the dominant figure 
rather than the submissive one as is typical. Hopefully the result is nice, | experimented with formatting, 
hopefully it's nice and not-weird. The quote at the beginning is by Edgar Allan Poe. 


Side note: there isn't a taiga connecting Romania to Ukraine, | made that up because it seemed like something 


he would imagine. 


Deep in earth my love is lying. 
And | must weep alone. 


The cold wind rages against the carpathian planes, beating trees down as icicles fall to the frozen ground and 


shatter. 


Dead drops to his knees, all of his strength melting to the snow as he looks up at the victors with mortal 


humility. 


They speak eagerly in Eastern European languages, watching the blood pool out of his silken blouse and spill 


onto the ice below. 


Dead gingerly touches the wooden stake piercing through his heart, ten million years finally coming to a close 


as he tries to understand their ecstatic cheers. 
"We killed it! The great beast is finally dead!" 


The thick scent of his ancient blood hangs in the crystalline air, muddling with that of evergreen and birch tar 
as he falls back onto the snow and finally disappears.. 


"How did | know that you were going to be here?" The voice that steers him to consciousness is deep, and 


speaks in a heavy, western Norwegian dialect. 


"You just did," Dead whispers, his hands still crossed over his chest, "But it's not like it was hard to figure 


out." 


His eyes flutter open at the sounds of high heeled boots squishing into graveyard dirt, coming closer. Above 


him, Euronymous stands, in all-black with ropey hair falling over his face. 

He looks like the grim reaper, or the graveyard demon, especially with the patches of leftover corpse paint. 
"Old Aker Cemetary.. a classic." Euronymous hums, hooking his thumbs into his back pockets. 

He looks down at Dead expectantly and rolls back on his heels. 


Usually Euronymous wouldn't be in such a good mood, lord knows Euronymous is one bad tempered 


motherfucker, but the show went well for all of them. He can be nice, just not for very long. 


Dead nods absentmindedly, his eyes rolling to the back of his skull as he lets his head fall limp. 
Dead hopes Euronymous will either take the hint and leave, or at the very least stay silent. 
He does neither. Typical 


"So.where are you today?" The guitarist asks. He crouches by Dead with a soft grunt and stares at him 
intently. 


"Nine hundred years ago.. in the taiga connecting Ukraine to Romania... Dead says without hesitation He loves 


to share his thoughts and fantasies, no matter to who. 
“Sounds brutal" Euronymous nods, and lies down next to Dead. 


"I'm the Vampire King and they just killed me." Dead adds, almost able to taste his vampiric blood seeping out 
of his lips. Ten millions of years old.as old as time itself.. 


"You should." Euronymous trails off to roll over on his side, facing Dead as he lights himself a cigarette. 


"Write a song about that. It ll probably be fuckin’ great" 
Dead shrugs, to be honest he already has. 


"You're in a good mood” He murmurs, eyes downcast. There's a small, grey worm slithering around the damp 


soil. 


Dead reaches in and pulls it out, watching it curve in on itself for safety. He places it on the back of his hand, 
letting it crawl around the jutting bones of his knuckles. 


"Don't get used to it; show went much better than | thought it would." Euronymous laughs, exhaling cigarette 


smoke through his nose. 


"What a shame, you're almost tolerable," Dead says flatly, petting the worms head -at least he thinks that's 
its head- "For once | dont feel like burying you alive." 


"You're morbid." Euronymous chuckles, poking his stubby finger out at the worm. It crawls away from him, 


pushing itself up Dead's wrists. 
It cowls beneath the sleeve of his tattered denim jacket. 
"Ah.probably doesn't like evil people." Euronymous says smugly, taping his temple. 


"No..it probably just doesn't like cigarette smoke." Dead shakes his head, scooping it out of the little nest of 


lanugo it rests in He places it on his other hand, away from Euronymous and his cigarettes. 


"Maggoty Ann, thats your name." He tells the worm fondly, laughing softly at his own joke. He strokes the 
blubbery length of it's decidedly feminine body. 


"| don't get it" Euronymous grimaces, pushing his spent cigarette into the moist soil. 


"You never will" Dead sighs and perches Maggoty Ann over the tombstone he lies under. He rests his head 


against it, looking up at the way she crawls in the crevices. 
"| don't feel like going yet." He tells Euronymous. 


The night is still young and it's a nice one at that, foggy and cool. Winter is right around the corner, Dead can 
feel it. 


"Neither do |, its fine. Jan was already shitfaced when | left and Jarn's probably having fun with the groupies.’ 
Euronymous shrugs, stretching his hands out towards the sky, watching the stars through his fingers. 


"We have groupies?" Dead asks incredulously. 

"Yeah, you would've found that out a long time ago if you just stuck around after shows." Euronymous laughs, 
although Dead doesn't strike him as that kind of guy. After all, he just made friends with a worm whilst rolling 
around in a centuries-old grave yard. 

He still has his bloody corpse paint on too. 

"Gross." Dead grimaces, and Euronymous crawls over to lie next to him again 

"Mhm." he agrees, voice soft. 


He looks around at the old graveyard and church. "Its romantic, isn't it? Around since the Middle Ages.” 


"Obscure" Dead corrects, his eyes falling on Euronymous who's looking around with such wonder you'd think 


that he hasn't been here before. 
He doesn't find Euronymous terribly handsome, but there is something appealing in his..dramatic appearance. 
He's vampiric..corpsey and ugly. that in itself appeals to Dead. 


"What? No beautiful, gothic, vampire-lady of your dreams coming out to bite you?" Euronymous teases, 


turning towards Dead with a wry grin 


“fd rather be the vampire.." Dead shakes his head, before his eyes fall on the skin of Euronymous' neck. 


Its pasty and oily, thin blue veins crawling up his throat.. 
"Can | bite you?" The words slip past before Dead can filter them. 
Euronymous' eyes widen, becoming thrice their usual size. 


"Uh..." 


"You heard me correctly." Dead confirms with a nod, doing nothing to stop the comically confused look upon 


Euronymous' face. 

"Er why?" 

"You get your vampire lady, | get to be a vampire. Thats why. It's no big deal" Dead shrugs. 

"No... get bitten by my bandmate who wants to be a vampire” Euronymous huffs, siting up anyway. 
He unzips his leather jacket, pushing it off one shoulder. 


"Go nuts," Euronymous lies back down, gesturing at his neck. "I'll just tell the others a fan got a little too frisky 
with me." He says cynically and Dead crawls over his small body, noting that he can be surprisingly easy-going. 


"You do that." Dead agrees and swoops down onto the delicate curve of Euronymous' neck, breathing in the 
sweaty, musky skin. 


"You smell like sweat" Dead points out, thumbing away some of the smeared, white paint that dripped down 


some time during the show. 

"Deal with it, trust me you are no better." Euronymous snorts, slapping his arm. 

"| plan to." Dead's voice drops to a whisper, brushing his nose against hard bone. 

He absentmindedly outlines his route with his tongue, tracing it up Euronymous' neck. 


Euronymous shudders, his pulse throbbing against the pad of Dead's tongue. His breath hitches, maybe in 
anticipation, maybe in fear. 


Dead pretends he can smell it, the mortal terror, the carnal lust radiating from his chosen victim. Offering 


itself as prey for his consumption, or maybe not offered, just chosen. 
He gently brushes Euronymous' hair out of the way, already so lost in his little fantasy world. 


He licks up Euronymous' neck again just for presence, skin quivering upon contact before he finally sinks his 


teeth into the guitarists hot flesh. 


Dead breaks skin with his incisors to make up for his lack of true fangs, his mouth filling up with the milky 
taste of blood at the small rp. 


Euronymous screams in pain, throwing his head back as Dead holds him steady, his fingers digging into the 


clumps of his hair. 


He moves away an inch, watching Euronymous' blood, so beautiful and so red, trickle down his white skin, 


dripping off of his shoulders in a perfect stream. 


Dead leans back in, not wanting to waste anymore time. He sucks at the wound, massaging his tongue against 


the opened ridges. 
Euronymous quivers, sucking in steep, wet breaths as he holds onto Dead's shoulders for his dear life. 
"Herregud!" 


Dead can't tell how long it lasted until the bleeding stopped. With his tongue, he traces soothing circles against 


the swollen, purple ring, feeling a spike of lust as the small guitarist beneath him writhes and moans. 

Whether it's the good or bad kind, all Dead is fixated on is the sound. 

Submissive and pain-sodden, at his mercy like a human sacrifice laid bare on an altar. 

He traces his thumb down Euronymous' sternum, feeling -surprisingly- taut muscle underneath his jagged nails. 
He's ridiculously hard, all of his attention fixated on Euronymous to the point of obsession 


Dead sloppily makes out with the wounds he, himself has inflicted on the smaller man, so incredibly aroused 


that Dead wouldn't be surprised if he could cum from this sensation alone. 

Euronymous whines softly, winding his hands up in Dead's wavy, blonde hair. He pulls, body arching with need. 
Dead lets the vampire bite go, feeling himself be led to Euronymous' mouth. 

He groans, letting Euronymous' tongue push past his lips, tasting himself out of Dead's mouth. 


Dead takes fistfuls of oily, straggly hair, breath hitching when Euronymous pushes their hips closer and closer, 
grinding against Dead for relief. 


He tries to return the favour, his own movements inexperienced and awkward as hands reach out to knead his 


bony ass. 


Its not much but Dead's body is too over-stimulated to give a fuck 

Dead's dick twitches, pre-cum soaking through his boxers as his legs turn to liquid heat. 

He presses himself harder and harder into Euronymous, almost wanting to be swallowed into him. 
Euronymous pulls Dead in tightly, his nails digging into Dead's jutting hips. 


It takes a pathetically short amount of time for Dead to cum, grinding his orgasm out on him as Euronymous 


forces him to swallow his whines. 


Euronymous sounds obscene, perverted yet absolutely fucking amazing, practically sobbing from its force as 


his nails break open some of Dead's skin. 
Dead pulls away, catching his hiccuping breath as he feels the last of his cum leak out. 


A shiver rakes through his entire body, staring at the very top of his spine. His dick still twitching and 


throbbing even when he's finally calmed down, 
He looks at Euronymous through his blonde eyelashes, both absolutely speechless. 
The slickness of Euronymous' wounded neck shines pretty in the pale moonlight. 


Face flushed, and eyes heavy lidded, Euronymous shakily reaches out and touches Dead's fingers as if to 
assure himself that he's, in fact, real. 


"Shit- It looks like | just fucked a corpse." 


"You may as well have." 


"Her reaction was funny as fuck." Euronymous murmurs as they walk out of the restaurant, holding two 


plastic bags full of kebabs. 


Dead grunts in agreement, remembering the cashier looking at him as though her eyes were about to pop out 


of her skull. 


His face is red from scrubbing off the corpse paint, Maggoty Ann still crawling around his knuckles, using them 
as little mountains. 


"We should probably just go back home.. they're either dead or have forgotten all about us." Euronymous tells 
Dead, looking at him with pink cheeks. 


"Yeah." Dead agrees, still trying to get used to the unspoken realization that Euronymous clearly has a crush 


on him. 


They walk down Oslo's streets in silence, cars driving past, kicking dust at them. No idea about what just 
happened. No idea about who they are, or what life means to them. 


They probably wouldn't want to understand it anyway. 
Euronymous throws a tentative glance in Dead's directions, a glance Dead returns shyly. 


Euronymous looks down at their trainers, his black, Dead's white, before he hastily reaches out and takes 
Dead's hand in his with a sharp inhale. 


He holds his breath nervously. 


Dead's face heats up as well but he maneuvers their hands closer, watching as Euronymous bows his head and 


smiles wide when Dead finally laces their fingers together, holding his hand tightly. 


And they walk like that all the way home. 


"Eternity must be so Goring’ Euronymous drawls, leaning against a birch tree. 
He wears a suit and a blouse with a frilly collar. 


"You get..used to it.” Dead admits. Ten million years of living falls more under the realm of lonely than it does 
boring. 


The world is ever-evolving, whilst he isn't. 


Dead feels guitar-weathered fingers reach over to grasp his waistcoat. They pull him closer before they slip 


underneath the heavy fabric to grasp his cold skin, sharing some of their warmth. 
Euronymous looks up at him coyly. 

"Bite me..turn me into a vampire like you." 

"What? So you can live ten million years in misery?" 


"Misery loves company." Euronymous nods with a mischievous grin, his hands so hot against Dead's frozen 


flesh. 


"Misery, in this case, would rather not have company that'll complain for all of eternity." Dead frowns, 


watching Euronymous shake his long, black hair off of his shoulder. 
He brandishes his neck. 


"Less taking more biting, come on Pelle, give it to me good, give it to me for all of the months I've spent taking 
the piss out on you." 


‘lm wrecking continuity in my own imagination." Dead whispers to himself, driving Euronymous up the tree 


trunk. 


He sinks his very-real fangs into Euronymous' neck, poisoning him. Euronymous moans softly, his arms 


wrapping around his neck. 
His body grows colder and colder, his bones becoming like stone as he grabs Dead and forces them into a kiss. 
‘| love you." Dead tells him, jaw slick with the guitarists blood. 


"And |, you." He responds, and Dead feels the ice begin to melt. 


End 


